MAS R I AGE   IX   HEAVEN                $1

maligned Hilda Neale, with that curious swerv-
ing of human emotions. Nurses arrived and
were quartered with her in her room; a specialist
from JLondon came down, and expressed the
opinion that matters were very bad. For a week
it seemed that she could not possibly recover:
then slowly she turned the corner.

It was the doctor who, having no idea that her
dismissal had bsen discussed, explained to
Charles that undoubtedly she wrould have to go
very easily for a time. She would be seriously
weakened* by this sharp attack, and he urged
Charles to take care of her.

It was a very awkward situation.

" So now what?" he asked Doreen as they
walked across the lawn in the January sunshine.
One of those mild days when the human mind
turns to snowdrops and aconites and all the
lovelv garlands of spring to follow.

"We can't possibly send her away when she
is ill."

** And yet how can we keep her?"

"We can't send her away! She isn't fit to
earn her living with strangers who may work her
too hard. She has got to stay here. Charles,
you must promise me that she stays."

A month ago she would not have believed that
she could be taking Hilda Neale's part so
vehemently. Now there was nothing that she
could say strongly enough to persuade him to
keep her.

*"I realise that it is extremely awkward"

"It's more than that It would be cruel ta
send her off. We can't do it."
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